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No answer came/
"It is best that Master has completed his union with
the Cosmic Beloved," my mind assured me. "He is eter-
nally glowing in the dominion of deathlessness."
"Never again may you see him in the old Serampore
mansion," my heart lamented. "No longer may you bring
your friends to meet him, nor proudly say: 'Behold, there
sits India's Jnanavatar!' "
Mr. Wright made arrangements for our party to sail
from Bombay for the West in early June. After a fort-
night in May of farewell banquets and speeches in Cal-
cutta, Miss Bletsch, Mr. Wright, and I left in the Ford
for Bombay. On our arrival, the ship authorities asked
us to cancel our passage, as no room could be found for
the Ford, which we would need again in Europe.
"Never mind,** I said gloomily to Mr. Wright. "I
want to return once more to Puri." I silently added,
"Let my tears once again water the grave of my guru."